“Tf only he would squeeze us!” 

But Gloria, the contrary intellectual, dissents. “I adore monsters. We’re 
all women created by his imagination, so it’s right for him to devour us.” 

The Negro dancer leaps on to the table and seizes a sheet hanging from 
the ceiling. “Down with the tyrant! Down with Bluebeard!” She swings 
Tarzan-like across the room on her sheet, while Federico, lying on the floor 
in Marcello’s place, calls: “Make the music louder!” 

Meanwhile, “Fiesta” has given way to “The Ride of the Valkyries.” 


August 24 The scenario is out the window. This is sheer 
delirium. Every day Fellini goes a little further beyond the limit that we 
ordinary people had put to his impetuosity. From the balcony, Giulietta 
Masina and Fellini’s sister watch the strange battle that is today’s ration 
of madness. | 

Moved by invisible nylon cords, the old lanterns hung from the ceiling 
swing like boats in a storm in time to “The Ride of the Valkyries” played at 
maximum volume on the phonograph. Shod in cowboy boots, the sheet in 
which the women carried him tied round his waist, his glasses on and his 
hat turned up at the sides, Guido is cracking his whip. The frightened 
women run back and forth while La Saraghina plants her feet solidly on 
the floor and roars at him. | 

The lion cage, which was under construction in another studio, has 
been eliminated. The action of three sequences—farm, lion cage and 
monastery corridor—is combined in this one farmhouse sequence. Episodes 
that were at first cleanly isolated from one another are now merged in a 
whole. 


August 25 The Revolt of the Women goes on. Guido is now 

a Latin version of the American hero: one part cowboy, one part Superman 
and one part Marquis de Sade. 

“T never liked you!” he screams at Madeleine, flicking the little horns 

off her chignon with two cracks of the whip. This recalls the evidence of 

his dislike that came out in an allusion to the horns during the dinner 
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